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Loxt,

BY ROSS TERRY COOKR,
Oien on o time she came to me,
As some small star from heaven might flee—
T'o be A mortal's sole delight,
A love by day, a dream by night,
aweolest thing on land or sea .
My dittle darliog erept to me,

A trombling, tendee, faley thing,
Too grave to minile, 1o sad Lo aing,
Aware of earth with grieved surprise,
An alien from her nutive skics,

A by angel strange Lo see,

My Httde durling cafne to e,

Bat love and loving taught her am les,
Amd life and lving baby wiles,

The way tooling, o coax, to kiss,

To il my sonl with decpost blias;

My hoart of hearts, iy e, waa she,
THIis likkic love who came to me,

What worids she stammered, soft and low,
Ho other oar but mine eonuld Know ;

More gyntle than a coolng dove,

More fond tham any voloe of love,

S0 shy, 8o aweet, 8o tenderly,

My lutle darling spoke to me,

T kmow not how to Wil the geace

That dwelt upon her wistful face—
A%e tinted akin, the lip'a pure bloom,
Thoolcarost cyes that knew not gloom,
The halr as 80ft as moth wings ba,

My little davling showed Lo me.

Alasl I know that all is gone,
That here I nit and grieve alone,
Timt overy fair and gracious thing
I loved and lost Is but & sting,
Another thorn thy memory,

My liitse darting, brings to me.

Pt kindly sdght doth pity pain;

In sl my drearms she eomes agin, \

Her precious head s on my breaat,

My happy arns caress her reat ;

1 bear hor words of Londer gleo,

My litle darling kissea mo,

AR 1 aweel s night—toa aweet, 00 brief—

When dsy rocalls onr hitterest grief,

T hangry beart, the longing dire

That hurns the soul with vain desre,

The ancientery of wild distress,

Thn Rachel-mourning, comfortiess,

O God 1 onoe mors that face to soe!

My lttla darling, come to me !
—Harper's Magazine for dpril,

MARRYING FOR LOVE.

Bdward Featherby was tho richest
person in Athol. And the fact of Lis
being rich was the most annoying fact
in his existence. The Featherby family
had boen wealthy during the three gen-
erations of its known history. Riches
might tuko wings when in the possession
of Smith, Jonas, or Robinson, but they
remained true to the Featherbys. But
money could not Keep them out of the
limits of that great bankrupt court,
Death, and hence Edward Featherby
came into possession of a fortune of two
millions on his twenty-first birthday—

modern novel deals with the heart-
strings. Whatever thesong, therefrain
is always love.
book be murder, forgery, gaming, or
only idylliq life, the thrend that holds it
fg sure to be love. Search the heart of
your daughter, my dear mudam; probe
déep for the moral lessons you have
been teaching her these eighteen years;
you will but have your lubor for your
pains, Sbe has built a world of her
own and peopled it with men and wom-
en of novels; and her own life is not
as you have mada it, but is as Seott,
Dickens and Trollope have given it to
her.

Edwafl Featherby's life had been
molded into its present unsatisfaotori-
noss because of nsteady course of novel.
rending. And the result of his reading,
as it most vividly impressed itself upon
his mind, was this one fact: that to be
loved for ore's self, & man must either
be poor or u raseal.

In all the novels the rich youmg man
was sought after for his riches; the
villain was loved because he was not
like other men; the poor yonuyg man
was loved because of himsalf. Andthe
woman who loved the poor man to-day,
was ready to turn to the wealthy one
and marry him on the morrow. Inall
life, as Edward Featherby looked at life,
the rich yourz man was the lenst to be
envied. !

That le shou'd be thinking of love
and marringe was entirely natural, Ie
had reached the age when his friends
were taking to theswselves wives, sad it
was a matter-of-eirse that he should
contrast his own empty 1ifs with their
overflowing eups. His heart was hun-
gry for love; his life was incomplete if
he lived it alone. A thousaud and one
plans had sugested themselves to him,
wherein he might drop out of himself
into some penniless man, and woo and
win; but there was always some an-
pleasant feature in emcl plan. There
were stories of rieli 1men playing coach-
men and winuing thelr employers®
daughters, tnt he was sure thut hLe
would not marry a womnan who was
willizz to marry her father's coachman,
TLen azain ho didn't kiuow how to do
any thiog in the shape of work, and
consequently such schemes us these
were impoasible,

In asmall degreo he wus un artist,
Had he been poor, the probabilities are
he would have been an artist of no com-

his father having died three years pre-
viously.

We are all familiar with the. maxim
that [t is our duty to look afier the
penea, the dollars'being able to care for
themselyes, The prineiple holds good
among larger figures; a moderate’in-
come needs oareful nursing; a million
will care for itself and its owner.

In all Athol County there wis not to
e found & more unassuming young
man than Edward Featherby. What
be might hawe been had he been the
aon of & poor man, we can not conjec-
ture; bat filling a position where envy
could not touch his heart, he was full
of good feeling towards every body, and
was as natural In tone and macner as
one could be.

The society in Athol was exclusive,
though not aristocratic. It was so di-
vided into seta that the steps between
the lowest and highest were numerous,
though the actusl differsnce between
the two was very small. But the lines
were drawn tightly, and the walls of
partition belween Jewand Gentile were
not mute real than’ the barriers each
lile clique piled against the cliqua be-
low it. M

It was six years since Featherby came
into his property. He had graduated at
Yale when twenty-four, had spent ayear
in Europe, and waa now but just return-
od from a year's wandering in the far
Weat of his native land,

If to most of us a fortune had been
given when we were in the twenties, we
could have made it give us pleasure and
pleasant visions ahead ; but it was not
doing this for Featherby. His life was
bitter anfl purposeless because of his
wealth. He had reached that stage in
his existence when he ' desired to be
judged and loved for'the manhood that
was in himy and not for his dollars; but

there had come over him a constantly [

inoreasing feeling that people werc real.
ly bowing and smiling at his two mil-

lions, though they seemed to be ncting |

a4 if friendly to him,

In the way of educating mankind -
yes, and womaokind, L fear—we do uot
appreciate at its full value” the modern
novel. As to what the young man and
maiden are taught in the class-room
we can aflord to be comfortable—
thoy will soon forget it/ ' But the
stories whioh they earry to Vheir cham-

indelible marks behind them.

mon werit; but his two millions had
prevented him from being more than
commonplace. Yet it struck him that
here was a covering under which he
might masquerade, The more he look-
ad at it the more feasible it seemed,
and at last he arranzed a plau to suit
his purposes. =

First, no human being was to be ne-
quainted with the proposed adventure;
second, his attorney was to have exclu-
sive power during his absence, so that
he woild neither need to read or write
a business letter during the summer.
The attoruey was not a very pleasant
man, but he was thoroughly honest,
Iis business inust have brought him a
good income; but he was always in
trouble abont his own money maiters,
while the affairs of his clients were kept
in the rmost systematic manner.

Mr. Thrift received his rich client's
orders as if they were the most msiter-
of-fuct directions, and asked no ques-
tions, except such as were absolutely
neeessary Lo & proper understanding of
hia position.

When this was settled, Featherby
wrote hls fricnds that he was going on
a journey “up North;" drew a thousand
dollnes out of the hank, packed a very
modest trunk with a very modest ward-
robe, stuck his sketeh-book and colors

If the theme of the  ness such as only the country summer

| as to his purposes, | him so ¢losely. and vnderstood him so
| The summer opened with a joyous. | thoroughly.

Life to a young man who is worth two
possesses, and Featherby began to feel | millions 1s nbt like life as you and I'look
thoroughly at home in Newhall. The at it, dear reader.
minister hod jovited him to take tea | think of the walks you took when the

ways glad to see him coming inte his | think your words and feelings were ns

pleased when be joined their picenics. | yon bad been heir to all Solomon’s
The young maidens of Newhall were | wealth? Ah, we are all rich when we |

Nerth can show.  Though born in the | wo draw pictures of what we shall
country, daughters of farmers, yot each | do for the girl we love. And the trait
had been sent to the best schools in the | of Miss Verney's character that Foath-
State, and they had brought back to ! erby wus most pleased with was her
their country homes ease of manners  naturalness.  She was thoroughly her-
and grace of carringe that was fully self, he suid, and o very interesting self,
equal to their sisters in the large cities. ' too. She told him of the dull routine
And their graces were peculiarly bocom- | of the school-room, of her distaste for
ing ns they were toned down by the her work: but she was compelled to
realities of country life.  Feathorby de. | work to be independent, and she made
clared to himself the second Sunday he  the best of it.

uttended the village church, that he had | How he pitied the Tittle thing! Dt

with him, the doctor had invited him | sunset glow was still in the west, and uf|r
to eall ut his office when he folt like  the little hand that lay o lightly and own house,
smoking n cigar, the blackemith was nl- ! trustingly on your arm, do you not

shop, and the young people seemed | carefree, und your hopes ag high as if |

such as only the country towns of the | are young, aud never so rich as when |

paper, instead of flegh and blood,  The | solved it; butitis doubtful if they cared |and all the better beenuse she followed | through hackneyed routes, but was

through hy-ways of country where they
were always close to natwre. Ile did
not want any of his old friends to meet
him and remove his wife's jenoraneces

And yet, when you | yet. They drifted along in this wiay

during September, and then l-‘unllu:rhy
began to long to have his bride in her

He sald they would turn their faces
| homewnrd, and she said she was glad.

“ By the by, my dear,* said he, ** do
you not want to see your father before
wie go home "

*C My father is dewd, said she, * but
[ have always called my unele father,*

“You have never told me where he
lived," said Featherby.

“You never asked me before, she
said.

“ Noy of course not,* said he, fearing
he had made an insinuation, when he
had no intention of doing any thing of
the Kind. 1 have not ecared hefore,
because I wanted you all to myself,
| But now we will go and see your friends,
if you wish. That's why I nsked where

never seen. so many  charming girls, | he sdinired ber for working. She would | your father, or uncle, lived,”

And he declared farther that he was not be ndrag en her futher (he had |
going 1o beeonme scquainted with them, | heard her mention her  father): she
Gaining thelr acquuintance was not a | preferced to work and be independent. |
dificult matter.  They were not bold, | That was a noble independence and he
neither were they unduly shy , and when | respected ner for the feeling. |
he necompanied Dr. Folds to a pic-nie, | But all evenings come to an end, and
some two weeks Inter, he was very nat- | he had to take his leave,  If he dreamt
urally introduced tonearly all the pretty | that night, Miss Munley did not oltrude
girls of the village. herself upon his mind.  Tn the morning |
He had a very pleasant day.  Smok- | Lt took his usual walk in the elm path |
ing a cigar at the open window of his | and he met Miss Verney, us he knew he
roo:a Inte in the evening, he declared to [ should,  Another delightful half-hour
himself that it had been the pleasantest | in her comapny and he was beginning |
day he had known since he was a boy. [ to be in love. Love grows rapidly when |
e congratulated himself upon his good | there Is nothing to interfere.  He wus
sense in having thought of this mas- | free to woo whomsoever he would ; she
querade, and wondered why men could | was likewise free and to be wooed, They
linger among the affected girls of the  could meet every day if they wished,
cities, when there were such chiarming | and their right to meet and to love wis
flowers of womanhood in the country. [ unquestioned. Newhall noticed that the
And how plensant the young ladies had  artist was  devoting  himself to  the
been! Miss Manley was evidently the | school-teacher; but Newhall said he
belle of the place, and she was very | seemed to be a nice fellow and it wonld I
pretty; but Miss Verney was—waoell, if | be o good mateh, and then smiled on
not guite so pretty, a little wore inter- | them in a friendly, encouraging way.
esting,  He had had a very pleasant| [t was the evening of the’ third of
walk  with  Miss  Verney.  She [July.  Miss Vernsy had closed her
had just the color of hair he most | sehaol that day for the summer, and she |
admired—gold, tinged with red.  She | was exhansted with o hard day’s labor. !
looked a little wearied.  No wonder; | She was sitting ou the porch of farmer
some one sald she was the school-teach- | Hooper's house. . Foatherby came up
er. Pretty hard work for a delicate | the puth, saw how tired she was, and
woman, he said, and then he threw his | said he would not ask her to o down to |
cigar away and went to bed. the river a8 he had intended, beeause |
As soon as he awoke in the morning | she was so tired, |
he began to langh aloud.  His dreams | * No," said she,gettingup; # Tamnot |
had been absurdly real, and through | too tired for that; and besides you—'*
most of them he had figured—now with | sand she stopped and blushed., She had
Miss Manley, now with Miss Verney. | said more than she meant to. I
His system must be out of order, ho de-|  “ And me?" he asked.
olared,still langhing heartily, and a walk | ¢ Oh, you deserve to be treated bot- |
hefore breakfast would set him right. | ter, after walking up the hill," she said, |
From the hotel towards the river was | laughingly,
the prettiest street in Newhgll.,  LGreat| He was sure that was not what she
elms drooped gracefully across the rord | was going to say, but had to be sutisfied |
and made o royal canopy. Featherby |then. They went down the long lane
started down this street at o moderate | through the mesdows o the river., It
puce, until he saw a lady sauntering | was o protty  walk and o lovely river, |
ahead of him. He thought he knew her, | They had been there often before. B
and & few minutes of energetle stepping | neither was quite so much at esse to-
brought him heside her. night as usual. }
‘* Ab, good morning, Miss Veriey; do|  She was goiug away in a few days to
yon, too, require morning walkap’ spend her vacation at the kome of an
““Not often,” said she, blushing, | old school-muate. He was wondering if
“for I find enough exercise during the | sheloved him; if it was possible that she
day; but this morning was too plessant | would give him a “yes' to the question
uut to come Lo the elm walk,* he was about to ask her. He had de-
She looked very pretty.  Her morn- | tormined s weck before that he would
ing wilk had done much for her, but | ask the question. She was every thing
she was not indebted to that for more | that he wanted inawife. She was swoeet-
than a little extea color. She was | tempered, beautiful, cultivated and hon-
dressed in perfect taste, and I think [ est. If he won her he would have the
was well worth walking out before | satisfuction of knowing thatshe married
breakfast to buve a'look at. And in | him for himself, and his future would
this opinion Edward Featherby fully | be hut little less perfoct than Paradise,
agreed.  He kept at her side as long n-ri] 1 wish you would tell me what you

e dared, and then turned back to his | were moing to say about e to-night,”

in a corner of the trunk, and bought &
ticket to Albuny. From Albany his |
route was not yot determined. He con- |
sulted guide-books and maps, and final- |
ly decided he would go into the country, |
No sooner said than he was on his way
to the interior of the State.  Stopping
at a central point he mapped out un- |'
other route, and three duys afterwards

of his friends conld molest him,

| to the good poeople of the village. They |
made good butior nuld d¢hecse sod pros-

pured, and they had small enviosity s |
to whut 1 strange gentleman at the hos
tel might be duing, Herein they show- l

good comman senso,

pleased, go where be pleased, and not

[ pleasartt " to  Feathorby.

| down in his own room his thoughts ran | hand nnd kissed it. She did not draw it

he wus sitting in the hotel in the village  found him going towards the elm walk | might give you rest always:
of Newhall, und congratuluting himself | bofore breakiust, but he had the entive | think you could learn to love me 2
that he had selected a place where none path to himself—the school-teacher was

The arrival of a stranger in Newhall | Miss Voruey was not a native of New-
| was o mntter of but little consequence |

ed their Duteh blood, as well us their | home, Miss
{at farmer Hooper's,
The sense of being free to do as he |

{ be hampered by prying cyes, was very |
He chatted | joined ber,
- bers, are Jessons that are aptto lem-n;wiu: tho furmers, chatted with aheir  good game it wis just as well; theyhad | Aud whea Featherby took his bride
T'he | wives, gave picturesto thechildren, and | all the moro excuse for talking, and in | away, many were the good wishes that
novel is a bit of 1ife being enacted be- | was welcomed by them when he came |the end to drop the mallets and go | followed them,

fore us, and oftentimes its effect is u|around. If any of therm had any curi- | walking up the road. Featherby was o |
thousand times more potent because osity asto him or his business, the | good tulkor; Miss Verney was a capital | nor told her of his real position in the
the berg and herolne are but Ink and| skeich-book uades Lis arm would Lave | listeucr. 1o talked Lis best to-might,d world.

hotel with regret, It was his intehtion | he nsked, after what scemod s long si-
to meet her after school hours, but Lis | lence.

plans were not good and he missed her. | 1 was going to add that you would |
In the evening Dr. Folds took him o | rest e, she said, with blushing cun-
call on Miss Manley, and he enjoyed | dor. I
himself thoronghly. But when he sat | 1is heart beat loudly; he took her

to the fizure he had seen in the morniug, | away.
Every morning for the next week| I love yon,” he suid. “T wish 1
Do you

I love you now,” she replied, in a
Then he called upon her. | whisper.
When they parted that night he had
hall, of this much he was possus.!cll:11-x]v1:|‘.uml to her that he wuas not rich,
but where her home was he neither | hut that he was able to live modestly,
knew nor cared, and preferved to re- | and had wld ber how love for her would
main in ignoranes, fearing questioning | give him vigor and power to do great
might revedl something  that would ‘things. 1le was afraid his munner wus
necessitute him o disclose his own | o littde theatrical while he had said this,
Veruuvy boarded | becenuse she had looked at him in a puz-
and at farm- | zled way., But ber snswer was a kiss,
They were married in August. He was
too impatient to delay longer, They
were married at farmer Hooper's and
ull Newhall turned out to the wedding

invisible,

er looper's, Featherby found her. |
She was playing n solitary game of
croguet in the yard, and of course he
If neither played a very

And he had not yet undeceived her,

Thelz bridal tocor was nol

“IHe lives in Athol," said she, with
fuce averted.

S What " hie exclaimed, and then re-
covering himself: “In Athol? And
whut is his name?"

“ Robert Thrift."

A cold sweat eame out ou Fenthiorby's
fuce,

“ What a stupid fool T waas not to re-
cognize you! I remember now that
Thrift had & nieee, Laura Yerney, Of
course you knew me all the tised

“Yes,*" said she, slowly, 1 knew
you all the time."—ZLocke's Nutional
JVUH{.’H!].
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CENTENNIAL NOTES,

Tur plans of the Kansas huilding in-
dicate that the building will be a creait
to the State.

Foury-r16nT grain and uive wool ex.
Libits have been sent from Victoria,
New South Wales,

Owixa to the delay of some of the ex-
hibitors the display in some goctions
will be uncompleted on Muy 10,

Tunee hundred specimens of marhle
statuary eontributed by some of Italy's
most fumous seulptors arrived in the
stenmoer Vietoria,

Gonpon I". Corasixas, California
State Architect, is superintending the
erection of the Californis and Pacitie
Coast Centenninl Hall,

'k dog show, whicl, in eonnertion
with the International Exhibition of
horses, opens September 1, promises to
be very interesting.

A LArGE cast-iron chain ef thirty-
eight links, to represent the thirty-vight
States, has been munufactared by a
Philadelphia tirm,

ON the Swedish booth in the main
Centennial building is  engraved the
word ¢ Soickervifudrick,” which means
Swood-working estublishoisnt,®

At interesting  eollection will consist
of 300 antient Indian skulle, with an-
tigue jewelry, bows, arrows, and otler
articles used by the red men.

A pozex Turks from Jerusalow have
arrived in Philadeiphin.  They will
have a bazaar in the Exhibition,and will
sell bits of the * true cross " to eredu-
lens Christians.

Roprrn H, Cuockerr, grandson of
the famous * Davy Crockett,” will tuke
with him to Philndelphia the rifle pre-
sented to his grandfather in that city
forty-one years ago.

A WEALTHY copper-mining eompany
of the Michigan Luke Saperior region
have had a working model of their
stump-mills, which are said to be the
tinest in the world, made st w cost of
212,000,

Tue display from Queensland, the
most remote of the British-Australian
Colonies, will be a surprise to those un-
acyuuinted with the resources of thut
country, and the efforts made the colo-
nists o have them flly representud,

Tue tickets for members of the press,
exhibitors, cmployees, cte., will contain
the photographs of those to whom they
are issued—which the latter will be re-
quired to have inserted before June 1—
in an oval space designued for them,

Tk clock for Memorial Hall, which
has been building at Thomaston, Conn,,
is completed, 1t has 1,100 picces, the
estimated weight of all being six tons,
The main wheels are four feet in dinme-
Ler, The pendulum ball and rod
weigh, respectively, 700 and 80U pounds,
the rod being 144 fect long, und con-
nected with the elock-work by what is
known as gravity escapement, and
makes two-second beats. The rod is of
steel, and to eompensate for contraction
and expansion, is encased im two cylin-
ders, one of zine and one of steel,
which, by their relative expansion up-
wirds, maintain o uniform eenter of os-

villation,




